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The “B’ Visits Y.C. W. 
Hdars. In London, Eng. 


By 


Clapham Road... 


Brixton Road .. 


The B 


. Mews with 


strange sounding names wind and twist their way amongst 


the ranks of grey brick 


three storied houses, the 


sameness of which is broken only by the variety of the 
pocket size gardens before their white washed steps. And 
the curiously empty spaces covered with weedy grass, 


remnants of the blitz. 


A working man’s district. 
A little shabby, and worn at 
the edges, with drab little 
shops selling second hand 
furniture gallantly. It is 
here, that Offley Rd. hides. 
It was hard to find. Harder 
still to locate number 43... 
that was lost in the sameness 
of so many other houses. Yet 
one felt that it should stand 
out somehow. For great 


things were being done with-}. . 


in. Great things for Christ. 
Christ the Worker. For it 
was the national headquar- 
ters of the women organizers 
of the Young Christian 
Workers ... and a few blocks 
away were the offices of the 
Organization and another 


block away the home of its 


male workers and its three 
National Chaplains. 
She Wonders Why 
As I went through both 
premises, listened to the 
priest in charge, spoke to 
the boys and girls, enjoyed 
their community singing, 
that begins at the drop of 
a hat, after meals . . . while 
washing dishes . . . for good 
reasons and for none at all 
. except perhaps the joy 
of a heart in love with God, 
I wondered why we in Can- 
ada, knew so little about 
these young soldiers of 
Christ. 


And I remembered days 
long ago, when their founder 
and organizer, Pat Keegan, 
and I met in _ London. 
He brought a few young 
people with him and we all 
went to some basement room 
somewhere in the immense 
city of London and talked 
till the wee hours about God, 
life, and Catholic Action. 

Fourteen Years Ago 

I had just returned then 
from an all European trip 
and survey of it. Had stayed 
about a month in Belgium 
with the Young Christian 
Workers there—the J.0.C.— 
Jeunesse Ouvriere Catholic. 
Had seen their immense 
headquarters, a whole huge 
building. Had watched the 
hundreds, the thousands of 
young workers that came 
and went, busy about re- 
christianising their own, all 
through Belgium. The few 
in a cellar room in London 
looked pitifully small, utter- 
ly unorganized. The contrast 
was great. That was in 1937. 
Today, at 43 Offly Rd., near 
Clapham Rd... . in a work- 
ing man’s district, I beheld 
once again the power of God, 
the power of love expressed 
in sacrifice and service. 

Forty-three Offly Rd., and 
the office of the Y.C.W. on 


Clapham Rd... . are poor 
buildings. Poor in furniture, 
'poor in equipment, poor in 
jall the things that men of 
today value, comfort, warm- 
th, etc. But oh how infinitely 
rich they are in the things 
that matter, these lovable 
crazy youngsters whose last 


and Mary, and another Jim 
. only christian names... 
the others do not really mat- 
ter, for it is the former that 
God knows us by. How gay 
they are in the midst of 
poverty and hard work, how 
‘gay, how simple and how 
gallant. 
What Price Leaders? 

What is there in being a 
Y.C.W. organizer or leader? 
Financially—nothing worth 
speaking about. Spiritually? 
Wealth untold. For it is an 
utter dedication for a year, 
two or more, to the rechris- 
tianization of the worker. 
Achieved through every con- 
tact possible and mostly on 
a personal intimate basis, 
starting perhaps with a par- 
ish, perhaps not, but always 
endeavoring to work 
through it. 

Now getting one worker, 
now getting another, to 
know, to love, to serve Christ 
with his whole heart, mind 
and body, to become a flame, 
that will in turn warm some- 
one else. Getting now one 
worker now two, three or 
more to observe, and judge 
their milieu, their environ- 
ment, so as to act and change 
it for many, in a way that 
will make it easier for all 
to practice virtue and reach 
out eternal goal, at the same 
time restoring God’s world 
to Him. 

Great Things Brewing 

Yes, great things are being 
done for God at both head- 
quarters of the Y.C.W. and 
we of Canada and the Unit- 
ed States. should know 
more about them. Know 
more about them to help 
them, to imitate them, to 
send our youth here to train, 
to bring their members to 
help us to rechristianize the 
workers here. 

Yes .. . know more about 
them to help them. As the 
chaplain put it .. . their 
financial situation is “grim”, 
a nice English word that I 
must learn to use... for it 
applies to Friendship House 
too, and very often. 

Our little dollar bill, goes 
such a long, long way here. 
And buys so many things. I 
watched Sheila clean out a 
grate on the second floor— 





names I don’t even know.|- - 
Mary and Sheila, Jim, Pat}. 


several times she carried the 
ashes down into the kitchen, 
for they did not even have a 
pail to empty their fireplace 
grate ashes at once. Mops, 
brushes, sheets, pillows, pil- 
low cases, blankets would be 
so welcome to both houses. 
For it is cold at night in 
these unheated places! 
Easy To Send 

Spoons, knives, forks . . 
food parcels. How all these 
would be welcome, as well as 
books for their libraries. So 
easy to send .. . from Can- 
ada... so infinitely needed 
at 43 Offly Rd. - 

Why not include a warm 
old sweater, a nice skirt, 
some good warm _ socks? 
These youngsters here give 
their youth to Christ in utter 
and complete Holy Poverty 


. so thy are “the few to 
whom so many owe _ s0 
much.” They are the Com- 
mandoes of God who pro- 
tect us in the eternal war- 
fare between God and the 
Prince of Evil, which today 
threatens to destroy us and 
our world. REMEMBER ... 
FORTY-THREE OFFLY 
DR., NEAR CLAPHAM RD., 
LONDON, ENGLAND. 
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The Music of 
His Glory 


By Eddie Doherty 











The ferns that were so lovely 
in the Spring, 

So delicate and frail and soft 
and green, : 

That danced so lightly in 
the wind’s wild music, 
Are brown and yellow now. 
And some are shriveled, 

dead. 


Time was when they had 
overrun the fields and 
forests, 

And owned the borders of 
the roads, and all the hills. 

They, willy-nilly, took the 
earth from all their neigh- 


ater dunue- nn eect 
e grass, the wintergreen, 
the violets, the rere data 





a waving sea of ferns. 


. with a smile and a song). - 


Until the surface of the 
earth seemed nothing but 


Lay Congress Delegate 
Sees Catholic England 


Rome, Italy 


It is hard to write while 
travelling. Hard because of 
the wealth of impressions, of 


./mew sounds and sights. Es- 


pecially if one travels fast. 
From. the boat, to England 
...@ post war, strange, aus- 
tere England, that leaves 
one very humble, very awed, 
a little sad, and very glad. 

For there is strength in 
that “new” England. _As 
there is always strength in 
a soul that has known pain, 
sorrow, the taste of the bitter 
chalice of Christ at Golgotha 
. and has come out of its 
own Passion, renewed in 
strange unearthly ways. Per- 
haps it is well, that I did not 
stay too long there, for I 
would have lost that strange 
inner sight, that allowed me 
to “see” a little more deeply 
into the heart of a country 
that I always knew well, and 
loved much. Familarity tends 
to blurr the first vivid and 
inner understandings. 

Knew Very Little 

I knew little about the 
political scene of England. 
Nor was I wiser about it 
when I left... but I knew 
much more about the soul 
of England than I did before 
I came. There is a Catholic 
renaissance there. There are 


wonderful stirrings of the 
Spirit. As if the Holy Ghost 
has brushed it with its flam- 


ing wing. Youth is on the 
march there. Even though 
their elders, as elders are the 
world over, are far behind 
it, slow to catch fire, slow 
to comprehend the workings 
of grace in the souls of youth 

.. all the same that youth 
is on the march. Going 
places, doing things for the 
Lord .. . big things, as yet 
hidden from the gaze of 
many. I felt renewed, restor- 
ed, at peace in England. For 
out of the mortification of 
the flesh, the spirit was being 
set free. Materialism, was 
dying on its feet, and with 
it was coming the new era 
od I ang spiritual kingdom of 

od. 


On The Fly 
Fleeting impressions . . 
caught on the fly ... yet 
deep and lasting .. . that I 
shall not be able to shake 
off—ever. THERE ALWAYS 
WILL BE AN ENGLAND. 
BUT SOON, AS GOD RECK- 
ONS TIME ...IT WILL BE 
A CATHOLIC ENGLAND. 
And then Belgium ...a 
short hour and twenty-eight 
minutes from London by 
lane. Bruxelles, the gem of 
urope, the little Paris of 
the north . . . the medieval 
town that used to be so 
gentle, so polite, so well bred, 
where one could rest after 
the mad whirl of Paris, 
where hundreds of churches 
and almost ery other 
street proclaimed the long 
Catholicity of the land. Pro- 





claimed it proudly, openly, 


By Catherine Doherty 


joyously. 
Still Catholic 
The Catholicity is still 
theere. The many Catholic 


action movements are flour- 
ishing and doing a wonder- 
ful job. The Churches are 
still full and week day mass- 
es see many faithful in at- 
tendance, especially men. 
But Bruxelles is changed. 
Belgium is not the same. It 
suffered in the war. What 
occupied country did not? 
But it knew rfot the Passion 
of England. It knew not the 
hand of almost utter des- 
truction of its towns as did 
its neighbor across the 
channel, or its neighbor 
across the little border — 
Germany. It escaped almost 
unscathed, in comparison. 
There is no austerity in Bel- 
gium ... it offers all the 
wares of the world, on its 
historic streets, in its gay 
market places, and its ele- 
gant shops. 


The beauty is still there 
. .. but here and there it is 
covered with billboards a la 
American... that make 
strange ugly shadows on its 
beautiful face. Coca-Cola is 
for sale everywhere, so _ is 
chewing gum... and so are 
souls. Materialism has left 
England to cross the chan- 
nel and make, I hope, only 
its temporary home in the 
midst of an age old Catholic- 
ism that should not tolerate 
its presence for a second— 
but alas does. 

Still Lovable 

I loved Belgium so much 
... I still do. Brughe Gant, 
Bruxelles .. . cradles of God, 
cradles of unhearthly beau- 
ty. But I am frightened... 
because of the strange new 
greed for money and all the 
things it brings that seems 
to fill this land of saints and 
hermits . . . of old. Perhaps it 
is a passing phase . . . I hope 
so. Because if Belgium loses 
her soul .. . others will fol- 
low ... for the history of 
the world is interwoven with 
that of this small proud 
land. St. Gudule, who reigns 


-fyet over this land... You 


and its thousand other holy 
Patrons .. . do not let it sell 
its soul for anyone or any- 
thing . . . let alone for the 
almighty dollar or the less 
almighty franc. It is too 
precious a soul . . . Too beau- 
tiful a one. 


Yes it is hard to _ write 
while travelling . . . the im- 
pressions, the sounds, the 
sights . . . crowd one’s mind, 


heart, eyes, soul so... . that 
one wants to be silent .. . 
alone to sort them out... 
and yet so vivid are they... 
and so powerful that per- 
haps they are the, only real, 


the only ones worth record- 
ing. 





(Continued on Page Three) 
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WHERE GOD IS — LOVE IS 





It is given rarely to men to see and touch love, 
and hence to catch a glimpse of God dwelling in men. 


But at the World Congress of Catholic Action 
Leaders held in Rome from October 7th to October 
14th, those who had the privilege to be present, saw 
love dwelling in the hearts of men and women of all 
nations, races, and at many rites. Over a thousand 
delegates were gathered together under the shadow 
of St. Peter’s. From seven to eight languages were 
spoken. Yet one was understood by all. It was the 
speech of Caritas, whose other name is love, and 
is God. It could be seen in the faces of men_and women 
who had journeyed across thousands of miles by air 
and sea. It was evident in the zeal that burned with 
an immense fire through the whole crowd. It was 
palpable in the youth that filled the immense rooms 
of the many palaces in which the Congress was held. 
It could be seen, heard and touched in the workshops, 
into whcih this immense crowd divided itself in the 
afternoons, into small specialized groups. For the 
whole Congress was dedicated to LOVE IN ACTION. 
Not just love of men in the humanistic sense of the 
word, but love of men that flowed from the love of 
God. It was an immense river . . . an incredible tide, 
that rose and rose and had for its goal the engulfing 
of the whole world in the warm healing sea of love. 


It was a privilege beyond compare, to see these 
thousand delegates spend days, way into the night, 
devising means to unite men in love. To heal the 
thousand wounds of the Mystical Body. To restore the 
world to Christ. Infinite was the ingenuity of that 
love! Not one litfle ill of our times was overlooked. 
Everyone of them had its apostles, its ‘nurses and 
doctors.” But what was most amazing, was the depth 
of their surrender to their apostolates. The utter and 
complete dedication to them. 


Before the amazed eyes of an observer the fire 
of Charity glowed and sparkled and rose ever higher, 
until eyes could not keep looking at it, for it almost 
blinded them. toe 


Over a thousand delegates. That represented 
millions of men, women and youths from all lands. 
An army of Christ on the march. On the march for 
peace, for love, for truth. Hope rose in everyone’s 
heart, hope that men said was dead. And Faith re- 
newed the souls of men and our dark times were 
lighted, and the horror of wars and atom bombs 
seemed puny before this incredible torrent of Charity, 
that made its dwelling in the hearts of so many 
millions. 


And all these men, women and youth lifted 
all their problems, their apostolates and themselves 
into the heart of God. Each day beginning with Mass, 
Prime and meditation. Through the day, hours of 
contemplation and recollection before the Blessed 
Sacrament exposed, followed one another like a rosary 
of love. All took their turn in it. The love of men fed 
on its source ... God... Constantly through the day. 
No wonder the love of men for God and men grew 
visibly. 


During all this feast of love, this Agape enacted 
against the background of the eternal city, the thous- 
and Christrians trod the same streets that thousands 
of saints trod before them . . . prayed in Churches 
dedicated to others, who like themselves were burning 
with love. If nothing more came of this Congress, 
than just this sight, this reality of men from all 
quarters of the globe coming together in Caritas to 
bring Caritas to other men, it will be worth all the 
time, energy, and sacrifice that went into this gath- 
ering. Yes it is given to few and rarely at that to see 
and touch LOVE WHO IS GOD. But those who have 
.. . will never forget it. 








by Eddie 


A friend who came to me 
in the mail a few years ago, 
when I was ill and in need 
of friendly letters, gently 
walloped me recently be- 
cause of some trivalities I 
spawned in this corner of 
the paper. 

“A guy with your exper- 
ience and ability to write,” 
he started his attack, “should 
not be writing trivia. Use red 
ink, and write as though it 
were blood. Never has_ the 
world seen such times as 
these of today. ° 

“And what of tomorrow? 

He Is Scared 


“It scares me even to con- 
sider the possibilities of a 
world gone pagan, and in- 
sulting God in every way. 

“But you write of larks, 
candles, the Fourth of July, 
and reminiscenses of other 
days. You must be sick.”’ 

I tried to defend myself — 
but it seems I stuck out my 
chin instead of my left fist. 
I declared that I had never 
tried to scare anybody. That 
is true, to some extent. I 
seldom tried to scare any- 
body. I punched first and 
tried to scare them later. 

I told him I didn’t believe 
in frightening people into 
giving up their wickedness. 
I told him that God and His 
mother could be seen in 
trivia, sometimes more clear- 
ly than they could be pic- 
tured even in words of fire. 

Now he comes back with 
this: 

“As the lawyer for the 
prosecution, I shall not press 
for a conviction, but will try 
to have your case turned 
over to the: Court of Heaven, 
and to Heaven’s Immaculate 











Queen. I shall recommend 
mercy, and plead that she 
herself will make you ‘en- 
itirely well’ and enable you 
to take that trip to Europe 
in good health and in com- 
fort. Also that she shall take 
care of all details of reser- 
vations, visas, permits, shots 
in the arm, schedules, routes, 
etc., etc. 
He Wants a Fee 

“My fee for all this is, that 
if the gentle Queen of Heav- 
en should grant you all that 
I have outlined, then you 
shall gratefully make it 
known publicly; and, in hon- 
or of her Immaculate Heart, 
you will offer up a Mass— 
receiving Holy Communion 
therein— to love, praise, and 
thank God for the Immacul- 
ate Heart of Mary.” 

That jotted down, he pro- 
ceeds to ‘“‘take me apart” for 
my defense of trivia. 

“The world as I see it,” he 
writes, ‘may not scare you, 
but it does me. And it OBVI- 
OUSLY saddened Our Lady 
at Fatima. Our Lady foretold 
the future of the world, there 
at Fatima. She told us that, 
according as we did or did 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 





Doherty 


not do what she asked, God 
would do—or not do—to the 
world. 

Penance And Prayer 

“It is as simple as that. 
What need have we of proph- 
ets? What we do need, des- 
perately, are messengers — 
messengers who will preach 
and practice ‘prayer and 
penance.’ 

“Prisoner at the bar, stand 
up; the case against you has 
been removed to a Higher 
Court. Sheriff, release him. 
This court’s adjourned. 

“Congrats, Eddie; I was 
certain you would be hanged. 
Well, you always were 
lucky.” 

If I had been present when 
all this litigation was in 
progress, I might have quot- 
ed from St. Francis de Sales, 
whose best remembered dic- 
tum is that you can catch 
more flies with honey than 
you can with vinegar. Or 
perhaps I should have kept 
my mouth shut, and just 
listened to that eloquent 
lawyer. 

When he starts talking 
about the Blessed Virgin 
Mary his voice chokes with 
emotion, his eyes gleam, he 
grows eight inches taller, 
and he,awes you into utter 
stillness. 

He doesn’t want to scare 
anybody either. Not really. 
But how he would love to 
frighten all the wicked child- 
ren of God into running to 
the protection of their 
Mother! 

He Is A Prophet 

Men like him have eyes 
that see far into the future, 
eyes that are dismayed and 
saddened by all they see, 
eyes blurred with tears for 
the blindness and wilfulness 
and sinfulness of men. 

I have never seen him; 
but I know he is like that. 

This is written on the eve 
of my flight abroad. I shall, 
if my plans are carried out, 
fly to Lisbon, Portugal, from 
New York. I shall visit the 
shrine at Fatima—early in 
October, not on the 13th of 
that month. There will be, 
I venture to say now, per- 
haps a million people there 
on the 13th. I would not see 
anything that day but the 
crowd. 

From Portugal I shall fly 
to Rome and Turin, to com- 
plete my preparations for 
writing a new life of St. Don 
John Bosco. When I have 
collected all the material 
available in those two cities 
—and have absorbed all the 
“local color” possible to ab- 
sorb—I shall fly home. By 
the time you read this I may 
have been home a week or 
more. 

And if all goes well, as my 
dear friend prays that it will, 
I shall indeed offer the Mass 
in honor of the Immaculate 
Heart of Mary. 











The Presentation 
By 
Caryll Houselander 











By the humility 

of Jesus, Mary and Joseph 
give us the glory of humility. 
By the mystery 

of innocence 

obeying the law 

binding upon sinners, 
make us obedient. 

By the offering of the poor, 
the two white doves 

in the gentle hands 

of the pure Mother of Love, 











give us the spirit of poverty. 





The Gift of Faith 


By Lavada Ward Strona 











From darkness without light 
into Light without dark- 
ness. 


A cloud by day and a pillar 
of fire by night, goes my 
Lord before me. 

My paths are made straight 
and I am borne up from 
the bruising stones. 


“For this is the chalice of My 
blood of the new and 
eternal Testament; 

The mystery of Faith; which 
shall be shed for you, and 
for many, unto the remis- 
sion of sins.” 


I go to Mass. ¢ 





I Disagree tee 
By Katie Hook 











It is said of us Canadians 
(and Americans) that we do 
not know how to travel. 
That we ask for big hotels, 
always stressing the bath 
angles. Phat we bypass the 
little places so redolent of 
their countries’ ways and 
life. 

I disagree. In fact I have 
been disagreeing all the 
time, with a lot of people and 
in a lot of places. To be 
truthful, I have become 
quite unexpectedly a sort of 
an ambassador at large for 
Canada and the United 
States. I do not quite know 
how this all happened, but 
it did. I find myself, not 
defending us and our south- 
ern neighbors, for there is 
truly nothing to “defend” 
but explaining “us”... over 
and over again. And frankly 
I am getting a little tired of 
the monotonous refrain that 
we are uncultured savages, 
who strangely enough love 
baths and comfort of sorts. 
Personally I find it a con- 
tradiction in terms .. . but 
let that pass. 

We No Savee 

That there is trouble... 
that somehow we do not 
understand folks of other 
lands and they do not un- 
derstand us, I agree. And 
being myself of foreign origin 
everywhere, perhaps I can 
see better than most why. 
For none take time to really 
study the other. Our vaca- 
tions being what they are we 
may be pressed for time, and 
decide to do the studying 
on the spot .. . forgetting 
that to study one must un- 
derstand the language, his- 
tory and ways of a nation, 
and that this TAKES TIME 


and some reading before 
hand. 
And they — our many 


tongued and many countried 
—hosts though they boast of 
a more leisurely mode of 
living, though many of their 
very lives depend on our 
travelling habits . . . seem 
not to want to understand 
us... only to make some 
money from us. We do not 
blame theem. It is a way of 


earning one’s living, an 
honest and good way in fact 
to do so. But ... . Ah well 


here I go explaining again. 
And the purpose of this 
article is not to explain but 
to inform. 
Not On Our Maps 

For one of the reasons why 
we of Canada and the U.S.A. 
ask for the BIG HOTELS is 
that neither our magazines, 
nor tourist agencies at home 
tell us much if anything a- 
bout the “small cozy ones.” 
So how should we know? 
Take us Canucks. How in 
heavens’ ‘name would we 
know that in the heart of 
beautiful Bruxelles, a few 
steps from the station most 
of us arrive at when we visit 
this city of beauty and me- 
dieval splendors . . . Captain 
G. S. Peat, R.C.A., former 
Camp Commander of Brux- 
elles, has one of the most 
quiet, comfy, clean hotels 
in town ... at a very reas- 
onable price per diem? 

Who wrote him up? Who 
told the romantic story of 
the liberation of Belgium of 
which he was an important 
part? Or how in requisition- 
ing this very hotel he runs 
now, his heart was “requisit- 
loned” by the daughter of 
the proprietor . . . a lovely 
blonde with the musical 
name of Paule? And how 
when things simmered down 
-.. he married her ... and 
came to run the hotel? Tell 
me, friends of Canada and 


S.A.... how could we 
(Continued on Page Three) 
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COMBE 


By Dorothy 
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God the greatest artist of 
them all has scattered his 
colors, shades and hues 
about Combermere this fall, 
leaving one breathless with 
the wonder of His Glory. The 
brilliant reds, lemon color- 
ed yellows, blended into the 
deep violet and light pink, 
reflected from the sky on the 
water at sundown, and bol- 
stered by the evergreen of 
the trees, challenge any 
human artist. We can prob- 
ably reproduce on canvas, 
but He creates. 

So We Work 

Amidst this tableau of 
beauty which He has made 
for us, we are preparing for 
the cold weather to come. 
We have been busily engaged 
in washing double windows 
and putting them up, for the 
frost arrives early in this 
section of the country, and 
we must be ready for it when 
it comes. St. Joseph’s has 
had to have a new roof put 
on as the ancient, hundred 
year old one, finally informed 
us of its tiredness. It bluntly 
let us know that its work 
was finished by refusing to 
keep the rain out. “Get 
someone young and green to 
take over my job,” it said. 
So we, feeling that its duty 
had been amply performed 
acceded to its request. The 
process of rejuvenation was 
begun and finished last 
week. 

About The Bazaar 

Combermere also held its 
annual church bazaar last 
month and unless you have 
actually worked behind the 
scenes of one of these bazaars 
you have missed the _ best 
part of it. Sunday afternoon 
the boxes of fresh cakes and 
pee started coming into the 
kitchen of our parish hall 
and the wonderful smelling 
golden. browned _ chickens 
were a delight to behold. The 
happy camaraderie of people 
' working together in a com- 
mon cause prevailed and 
strangers quickly became 
friends. The following night 
a bean supper was on the 
menu. The beans turned out 
to be almost the same shade 
as the chickens of the night 
before. The third and last 
night. of the bazaar was the 
occasion of a fish supper. 





A Friend of God 











Father A. Patrick Dwyer, 
pastor of the Sacred Heart 
Church in Combermere, paid 
a remarkable tribute recent- 
ly to one of his parishioners 
—as she lay in her coffin 
before the altar. 

The woman was Mrs. Mary 
Pecoskie, wife of Vincent Pe- 
coskie of Combermere, and 
mother of five children. She 
had died in a hospital in 
Ottawa after years of intense 
suffering. 

“IT never met anyone,” 
Father Dwyer said, “so well 
prepared to meet her God. 
I have seldom met any one, 
in all my priestly career, so 
patient and so courageous in 
suffering, so perfectly sub- 
jected to the holy will of 
God. She suffered for her 
own sins and the sins of 
others. She suffered terribly, 
willingly, cheerfully. It is my 
opinion that she is a very 
great friend of God’s, and 
that we might pray to her 
for help, as well as pray for 
her.” 

The graveyard next to the 
little white church is getting 
dearer to the people of Ma- 
donna House all the time. 








A Lot of Fish 
Patient and pleasant wom- 
en, and I might add very 
good cooks, fried one hund- 
red and thirty pounds of fish. 
Towards the end of the meal 


it seemed as though wely' 


might not have enough to 
feed the multitude. Our 
worries were unwarranted. 
An Indian guide, trapper 
and fisherman having cast 
his practised eye over the 
crowded hall, suddenly ap- 
peared in our midst. He held 
two large baskets laden with 
thirty pounds of freshly 
caught and cleaned fish. The 
bazaar that night, after 
having provided Comber- 
mere and surrounding dis- 
tricts with three nights of 
good food, card playing and 
entertainment, was carefully 
wrapped up and put away 
for another year. 
In Our Lady’s Hands 

Madonna House is differ- 
ent this month from last. We 
miss our friends who are at 
present in Europe, both 
carrying on their particular 
apostolate. It seems strange 
not to have Eddie at the 
end of the table at mealtime 
making his quiet, pithy and 
humorous remarks. We have- 
n’t heard a soul come into 
the house with the very 
familiar cry of ‘““Where’s that 
Russian?” No one has 
brought in some work of 
God’s nature to show us the 
intricate beauty of His work- 
manship. This month it 
might have been multicol- 
ored leaves or bull rushes. 

Talking of familiar cries, 
B’s “Let’s get organized” 
has not been resounding 
through the house either. 
There is a certain feeling of 
groping, without it. We pray 
that both are happy and 
that our Lady will cover 
them with the blue mantle 
of her love, keep them safe 
and bring them home. 
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Do Your Children 
Run Wild — 
Like Wolves? 


The reverend mother of a 
convent in India writes to 
thank those readers of Res- 
toration who have sent her 
money; and, hesitantly, to 
ask for more, because there 
is such a tremendous need 
of it. 

‘We want to build a school 
to educate the wild and law- 
less children here,” she says. 
“They are roaming around 
the territory by the thous- 
ands, like so many little 
wolves. We are trying to 
carry on conversion, not in 
any civilized part of India 
but in a desperately wild spot 
in South Malabar. We are 
bereft of all kinds of con- 
veniences and help. It is only 
through a school that we can 
tame these poor wild child- 
ren, fashion their hearts to 
the sweet yoke of Christ.” 

She got $62 from the last 
appeal in Restoration. She 
could use a thousand times 
that much. Thank God your 
children are not running 
wild, and send what you can 
afford to Mother Jeanette, 
F.D.C.C., St. Philomena’s 
Convent, Poonthoray, Tri- 
vandrum, South India. God 
bless you. 
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I DISAGREE 


(Continued from Page Two) 
know? And whose fault it is 
we don’t? 

Get Out Your Pen 

But anyhow here I am to 
rectify at least one of those 
international mistakes. 
Jot it down if you 
plan a European trip next 
ear — HOTEL DU RHIN, 
90 RUE ST LAZARE, tel. 
17.53.64. I guarantee, and I 
have travelled much . . that 
you will have a lovely clean 
room, beautiful beds, spot- 
less linen, good coffee or tea 
for breakfast. That the 
young Canadian host and 
his charming wife, who both 
speak English, will help you 
with your big and small 
problems and see that all 
your wants are taken care 
of nicely ...andoh... 
there is hot water. Running 
too. And the rates are be- 
between $2 - $3.50 a day 
Nice? Indeed. And don’t let 
the narrow entrance, the 
small sign outside deter you 
... Walk straight in... you 
are due for a great surprise. 
Why not try and see for 
yourself? It will pay you... 
and help to kill that strange 
idea that we never want to 
stay in small hotels with 
much local color... OK? 








A Millionaire 
In Friends 


By Tom Wren 











Father Joseph Belstein, 
S.J., ambled down La Salle 
street in Chicago some years 
ago and stopped, as was his 
custom, for a few minutes 
conversation with V. A. 
(Tony) Galante, a news 
vendor at Adams and La 
Salle street, the heart of the 
city’s financial district. Gal- 
ante, a five foot bundle of 
energy, had been selling 
newspapers at this corner 
since 1897. 

This day he was happy to 
see his friend, one of the 
faculty of the famous St. 
Ignatius high school on the 
near west side. He asked how 
the Galante boys were doing 
in school. 

By Pass a Banjo 

“Well, I’ll tell you Tony,” 
said the Jesuit; “if your sons 
can get by us fellows, then 
let them have all the edu- 
cation possible within your 
means—if they cannot get 
by, then my advice is buy 
them each a ‘banjo,’ (a 
shovel), and put them to 
work.” 


Tony opined there was 
much logic in the priest’s 
words. 

The three Galante boys, 
Gerard, Joseph, and John 
went from St. Ignatius high- 
school to Loyola University 
in Rogers park. Gerard be- 
came a writer, Joe a bank 
auditor. John found em- 
ployment with a large 
Chicago food wholesaler 
through the aid of his sister 
Vincenza, who had _ gone 
there after her schooling at 
St. Mary’s and De Paul uni- 
versity. 

Says Tony: “There is 
nothing like a Catholic edu- 
cation.” 

He lives in a modest, com- 
fortable, “spick and span” 
home at 723 DeKoven street. 
It is within a stone’s throw 
of the O’Leary homestead 
where the cow kicked over 
an oil-lamp and touched off 
the Chicago fire of 1871, a 
conflagration that leveled 
the up-and-coming city. 

“A Catholic education,” he 
maintains, “under the direc- 
tion of the saintly nuns and 
then of priest educators or 
Christian brothers, gives 





American youth proper per- 
spective, confidence, a com- 
mon-sense appraisal of him- 
self, and a balance which 
engenders a desire to follow 
in the channel of Christ’s 
preachments. 

“Mama,” Tony calls his 
gracious and ailing wife, a 
woman of fine and sturdy 
character that six years of 
sickness have failed to tarn- 
ish. Her face, wreathed in 
smiles, lights up, when she 
sees you, and a sparkle in 
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SAINT TERESA 
of the Child JESUS 


her blue eyes radiates, ‘““Wel- 
come to our home.” 
He Keeps His Friends 
Her name before marriage 
was Anne Marie Bagnuolo. 
Tony is a quiet philoso- 


pher. And he holds his 
friends. Many friends, he 
comments, fade overnight 


when adversity strikes. He 
points to William “Billy” 
Lorimer, who, when toppled 
from a seat in the United 
States senate, had to use a 
powerful telescope to locate 
his pre-adversity friends. He 
tells of the day when Charles 
Webb Murphy, the owner of 
the Chicago Cubs, the fabu- 
lous ‘Tinker to Evers to 
Chance” baseball team, ask- 
ed him to inquire from John 
F. O'Malley, political boss 
and henchman of Roger Sul- 
livan, the big wheel of the 
Chicago Democratic party, 
if any truth prevailed in the 


rumor that Ogden and 
Peoples’ Gas were about to 
merge. Inside information 


meant money gained, but 
how much he didn’t tell 
Tony. 

For more than fifty years 
Tony has daily watched the 
La Salle street parade of 
business, civic, financial 
giants, and rogues. The 
Armours, P. D. and his son, 
J. Ogden; the Mitchells, the 
McCormicks, Noble Brandon 
Judah, the  Williamsons, 
Carter H. Harrison, Jr., and 
James Patten, the ‘wheat 
king,” and others — Tony 
knew and liked them all. 

“Bathhouse” John Cough- 
lin, the First Ward alder- 
man, used to inquire: “How 
are the races?” He thought 
Tony was an ex-jockey, per- 
haps because he was only 
five feet tall. 

Tony retired six years ago 
to help “Mama” with the up- 
keep of the De Koven street 
residence. His pal of thirty- 
seven years, Officer Thomas 
P. Heaphy, who directed 
traffic at Adams and La 
Salle streets, took off his 
uniform not many years 
afterwards. 

Tony isn’t rich in this 
world’s goods — but when it 
comes to friends, he’s a mil- 


lionaire. 


THE MUSIC OF HIS 





(Continued from Page One) 
In one short season, with 
the rain and sun and wind, 
they made the earth their 
own. 

But now the upstart asters 
frown on them with mal- 
ice and disdain, 

And the lordly sprigs of 
goldenrod wave high a- 
bove them, 

And pay no least attention 
to the richest fern still 
living, still bowing in the 
winds of this October. 


Arthritis has attacked the 
ferns. And gout. And dread 
arterio-schlerosis. 

They all will die; and lie 
upon the earth they cov- 
eted so fiercely. 


They shiver now. They do 
not dance to autumn’s 





} 


| 
| 


music. 

They find no pleasure in the 
earth they wrested from 
their neighbors. 

The splendid acres of the 
woods and hillsides 

Have turned into an open 
graveyard for them, 

And their ambitions, greeds, 
and hopes of conquest. 


Tree leaves are falling too, 
these Autumn mornings! 
Red leaves, and orange, and 
brown, and golden yellow, 

Fighting with the ferns for 
all the rights of death and 
resurrection. 


All things that 
fruit or leaf 
earth 

That they may live again. 

All things that die enrich 
the earth; 

Save only man — who can 
enrich high heaven. 


die, drop, 
to mother 


Let fern fight leaf for rebirth 
in the Spring; 

It matters not to me, which 
God shall first bid rise in 
March or April— 

The poplar or the maple, 
the birch, the oak, the 
violet or the wild straw- 
berry. 


I am content if I should die 
some Fall—to find a wel- 
come on a sun-blessed day 
in heaven— 

To see my Lord, my God— 
I think that I should 
quiver like the first Spring 
fern in the music of His 


glory. 


DIALOGUE- 


To a Pieta- 
for Eddie Doherty 














They have put wood on your 
Bread, 

My Mother; they 

Have heaved the 
beams 

Across His back. 

How can you watch as 

Tranquil as a cloud, 

The while they drive 

Four nails and seven blades 

Into your flesh? 


sordid 


They have put gall into your 
Wine, 

My Queen. How 

Can you listen when He 

Begs for drink Who 

Milked you in the 
shelter 

Of your arms? 


virgin 


They have put death into 
your Life, 

O Woman! 

What cradle-song have you, 

Now that He lies as 

Crumbled as despair upon 
your knees, 

Who slept as flush as hope 

Against your bosom?— 

“They have put my Seed 
into the ground. 

“In all my agony 

“They have put promise.” 





—E. Martin Moscato 
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That Foster Fathers 
Movement Marches On 


The proposal to gather all 
the ex-seminarians in Can- 
ada and the United States 
into a group, or a number of 
groups, to forward the work 
of the lay apostolate as out- 
lined by R. W. Roddy of 
Minneapolis — and as pub- 
lished in a recent issue of 
Restoration — has not set 
the North American contin- 
ent ablaze with enthusiasm. 
But it has evoked a few fav- 
orable comments. 

The organization, tenta- 
tively called the Foster 
Fathers, would get in touch 
with each young man leav- 
ing a seminary — as soon as 
possible after his leaving— 
and seek to enroll him in 
the lay army of Catholic 
Action. 

Recruits to God’s Army 

Such men, really imbued 
with the spirit of the Holy 
Ghost, really devout, need a 
special place in the world— 
especially as the years they 
have spent studying the 
ways of God have unfitted 
them, to some extent, for 
the ways of worldly men. 

And the things’ they 
learned in the seminaries 
could be put to use in so 
many, many ways for the 
restoration of the world to 
Christ! 

These ex-seminarians are 
of tremendous value to the 
lay apostolate. But they are 
not being used. Oh, here and 
there, in this lay organiza- 
tion or that, you'll find a 
man who used to live in a 
Servite monastery, or a 
Dominican abbey, or a Fran- 
ciscan, or a Carmelite, or a 
diocesan seminary. 

But how many, many 
others who come out of the 
class-roms of God are wasted 
—because nobody, no foster- 
father of any sort, bothers to 
ask them to help fight the 
battle of the Catholic lay- 
man against the _ secular, 
material, pagan, athetist 
world! 

Crusaders Offer Help 

One of the first to 
answer the appeal for help 
in organizing the Foster 
Fathers, is Mrs. H. E. Froe- 
licher, president of “The 
Crusade for a More Fruitful 
Preaching and Hearing of 
the Word of God,” which has 
offices in New York City— 
and an episcopal board con- 
taining the names of three 
archbishops and twenty-one 
bishops. 

Mrs. Froelicher says: “I 
think the idea to win the ex- 
seminarians for the lay 
apostolate is splendid. I pray 
that Christ the Teacher will 
use them as full time work- 
ers in His harvest. We need 
teachers and speakers out in 
the world to help bring souls 
to Christ. Please mark down 
that we Crusaders want to 
be the first to help, at least 
with our encouragement, 
our prayers, and our keen 
interest.” 











A young man in Toronto 
writes us about a group of 
ex-seminarians in that city 
who have gathered together 
in the St. Thomas More 
Society. St. Thomas, he 
points out, was an ex-sem- 
inarian. 

“Contacts with the semin- 
ary,” he says, “help us bring 
new members into the group, 
which meets once every 
three weeks. At these meet- 
ings the members renew 
their friendships once more 
with their old friends, and 
are again right at home. 
They understand each other, 
and there is a very high feel- 
ing of charity. They all have 
a good education in philoso- 
phy, and they enter into 
discussions that would puz- 
zle and overwhelm an ordin- 
ary study-group. 

A Priést Director 

“A very important point 
to stress is that the group is 
under the direction of a 
priest who has the time and 
the knowledge to help the 
men—and books they may 
want to borrow. We could 
wish no better foster father 
than this priest, for few lay- 
men would have the time or 
the knowledge to give such 
a group.” 

Mr. Alfred De Manche, 
president of the Guild of 
Catholic Writers, in Toronto, 
declares that within the 
mind of the ex-seminarian 
there is “a struggle going 
on.” 

“If there was doubt about 
a vocation for the priesthood 
or the religious life,” he says, 
“this doubt will really be 

ut to test in the world; and 
it will gradually vanish, to 
give place to a deep longing 
to go back and devote one’s 
life to religion, or to a quiet 

eace of mind and resigna- 
ion to one’s new calling— 
since the student has found 
the will of God. 
Lost In The City 

“I remember a friend who 
had been out of the semin- 
ary for only a day. That 
evening as he was walking 
through the crowded streets 
of a large city near his home, 
he felt so alone, and so out 
of place, that he was im- 
pelled to go to a telephone 
and call his confessor at the 
seminary. 

“Whether the ex-seminar- 
ian gets a job—or goes to 
another school — he may 
never mention he has been 
a student of theology; but 
his feHows can always spot 
something different in him. 
One of these, working in a 
rubber factory, with other 
manual laborers, was aston- 
ished to hear his neighbor 
ask, “Hey, are you a preach- 
er?” 

“Some of these young men 
take years to get into a new 
career, a new life work. Even 
after two or three years some 
are still undecided what to 
do about their future.” 

Mr. Roddy, busy with his 
own affairs—and with na- 
tional affairs as well—has 
only one comment to make 
about his Foster Father idea. 

“This thing is going to 
move!” 








SECRET 


By 
Kevin Sullivan, S.J. 











You who have known the 
words beneath my tongue 

and read the hieroglyphic 
silences 

carved in my heart — say 
never I am wrong, 

nor ever loose those white 
reliances 

with which I gird the rich- 
ness of my loins. 

These are for Thee—the un- 
lighted, holy fires, 

for Thee the golden clatter- 
ing of these coins, 

the strange and silent voices 
of desire. 


These I will keep, deliberate- 
ly chaste, 

unminted gold and 
though the wise, 

doubting the potencies that 
make me so, 

whisper among themselves of 
foolish waste 

and flail me with the pity of 
their eyes— 

still, still unknowing... But 
You and I, we know. 


SEBENGDICL Se 
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BOOKS ... 











Our library subscribers are 
growing fast, and books are 
in greater demand than 
ever. Especially certain 
books, which alas we cannot 
always buy in the needed 
quantities. 

So may we hope that in 
your charity you will give us 
your old copies of: 

GALL AND HONEY by 
Eddie Doherty, pub. by 
Sheed and Ward. 

SPLENDORS OF SOR- 
ROW by Eddie Doherty, pub. 
by Sheed and Ward. 

DEAR BISHOP by Cath- 
erine de Hueck, pub. by 
Sheed and Ward. 


FATHER MALACHY’S 
MIRACLE by Bruce Mar- 
shall, by any publisher (it 
has had several editions). 

CAPTAIN BLOOD by Ra- 
phael Sabbatini, pub. by Mc- 
Clelland and Stewart. 

POVERTY by Regamy, 
pub. by Sheed-and Ward. 

RICH AND POOR IN 
CHRISTIAN TRADITION, 
by Walter Shewring, pub. 
by Burns and Oates. 


;|behold my heart trembles, 








Thank You! 


No Me Meuve Mi 
Dios Para Querete 











“Heaven moves not my heart 
to love Thee, nor hell to 
fear Thee, 

But in Thy Body writhing on 
the Cross, Thy torn flesh 
bleeding, 


Thy bitter tears, and Thy 
death, Thou movest me so, 
that were there no heaven 
I should love Thee just as 
I do; were there no hell, 
I should fear Thee.” 








St. Ephraim’s 
Prayer 





Sorrow on me, Beloved! 
that I unapt and reluctant 
in my will abide, and behold 
winter hath come upon me 
and the infinite tempest 
hath found me naked and 
spoiled and with no perfect- 
ing of good in me. I marvel 
at myself, O my Beloved, 
how I daily default and daily 
do repent. I build up for an 
hour, and an hour over- 
throws what I have builded. 
In evening I say, tomorrow 
I will repent, but when 
morning comes, joyous I 
waste the day. Again at 
evening I say, I shall keep 
vigil all night and I shall 
entreat the Lord to have 
mercy on my sins. But when 
night has come I am full of 
sleep. Behold, those who re- 
ceived their talent along 
with me, strive by day and 
night to trade with it, that 
they may win the word of 
praise and rule ten cities. 
But I in my sloth hid mine 
in the earth and my Lord 


makes haste to come, and 


and I weep the day of my 
negligence and know not 
what excuse to bring. Have 
mercy upon me, Thou Who 
alone art without sin, and 
save me, Who alone art 


pitiful and kind. 
Amen. 








The Pasch 


By Warren J. Largay 











The Upper Room, O Lord, 
could not contain Thy 
thoughts. 

Without the closing of an 
eye 

You saw through all the ages 
Thousands of Peters who 

would deny Thee, 
Thousands of Thomases 

who would doubt Thee, 
Thousands of Judases who 

would betray Thee. 

And yet.... 

The bread must become 
Thy Body 

The wine must become 
Thy Blood 

For did not the Father prom-; 
ise that He would release 
a flood—of Love upon the 
world? 





The Throbbing 
Heart of Jesus 
Whispers 











O Soul! Thou who wast 
created 

So perfect in body and in 
soul 

That My delight was to be 
with thee, 

Why art thou blind to the 
beauty I would give thee? 

If _ wouldst but fly to 

e 


.|And give Me thy heart, 
;{That My love might flow 


through thee; 
I would give thee such joy, 
that all else would be 


But as a shadow flickering 
in the night. 


And when thou wast made 
perfect 


Through the force of My love 

Then would I show thee how 
all things of earth 

Were created for thy joy and 
thy delight. 


Come then, O soul! 

Thou, who art a spark of My 
own Divinity. 

Come, and giving Me thy 
heart 

Learn to live in My sweet 
embrace 

Which, shielding thee from 
all harm 

Will show thee the fulness 
and the joy of living. 

Come — My Heart yearns for 
thee. 

My Heart is ever throbbing 
for thy love. 

Come — let My yearnings be 
eased 

And as a little child do thou 
lean upon Me. 

For, by giving all to Me thou 
wilt gain all 

And all things good will be 
given to thee. 


Come! There is no other way 

Thou art Mine and belongest 
to Me. 

But, thou hast been blinded 
and led far away. 

So a And if hou givest 
a 

No one shall further deceive 
thee. 

For, My love shall encompass 
thee and My power shall 
protect thee. 

Come My child— 

Do I not come as a little Host 
to you? 

Could I make Myself more 
humble? 

Do I not place Myself in your 
power? 

And do I not trust in thy 
love? 


Then come, and as a little 
child 

Place all thy trust in Me; 

I shall protect thee and all 
the joys of life shall be 
thine. 

For, thou shalt know the 
sweetness of Divine Love 

And then thou shalt desire 

Nothing that would mar the 


love for which thou wast . 


created. 

Thou canst find no real joy, 
nor love, nor peace, 

Till thy heart and Mine are 


One. 
—NMarie-Terese 
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